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Scare the loud night on hills that hid

The blood-feasts of the Bassarid,
Heard their song's iron cadences                            25

Fright the wolf hungering from the Md,
Outroar the lion-throated seas,

Outchide the north-wind if it chid,
And hush the torrent-tongued ravines
With thunders of their tambourines.                       30

But the fierce flute whose notes acckim
Dim goddesses of fiery fame,

Cymbal and clamorous kettledrum,

Timbrels and tabrets, all are dumb
That turned the high chill air to flame;                   35

The singing tongues of fire are numb
That called on Cotys by her name

Edonian, tifl they felt her come
And maddened, and her mystic face
Lightened along the streams of Thrace.                  40

For Pleasure slumberless and pale,
And Passion with rejected veil.

Pass, and the tempest-footed throng

Of hours that follow them with song
Till their feet flag and voices fail,                           45

And lips that were so bud so long
Learn silence, or a wearier wail;

So keen is change, and time so strong,
To weave the robes of life and rend
And weave again till life have end.                         50

But weak is change, but strengthless time,
To take the light from heaven, or climb

The hills of heaven with wasting feet.

Songs they can stop that earth found meet,